454                 MEMOIRS OF  MADAME JUNOT
stirrup; his fine face was radiant with joy, and his eyes filled with tears. <( Come to my arms, won cher enfant, * cried the Emperor, who embraced him like a brother. <( But my eagle ? w Labe'doyere presented it to him. Napoleon took it, gazed upon it, twice kissed it; two tears fell upon this emblem of our glory, thus sanctified by this noble baptism.
Here it becomes necessary to relate the remarkable events which had preceded this arrival of the 7th Regiment of the Line. I have spoken of the agitation which prevailed at Grenoble, and of the ill will of the Prefect, of General Marchand, and even of M. Renauldon, the Mayor of the town, who controlled nothing, and therefore was good for nothing.
Everything displayed a sinister aspect, as soon as the soldiers appeared although with sadness, to prepare for the execution of their orders. Nevertheless, they feared, at the Prefecture, that the troops would not fire, and, above all, there was a dread of civil war and its terrible scenes. In the midst of this agitation, the beat of a, drum was heard on Monday, March yth, about noon, and directly after a regiment was seen to march through the town, and draw up in order of battle on the Grande Place.
This was the yth which had come from Chambe"ry; it was the finest regiment in France, whose Colonel was one of the bravest and most singularly handsome men in the army. Labe'doyere at this epoch was scarcely thirty years of age, and as handsome as Renaud. His fair hair hung in clusters over his head, and gave an imposing effect to his ample and commanding brow; his eyes were blue, yet brilliant and full of fire; he was elegantly made, tall, active, and of the noblest presence. His devotion to the Emperor was a worship.
On reaching the Grande Place, Labe'doyere perceived that General de Villiers, Commander of the Department, had followed him; he was the bearer of orders from General Marchand. Labe'doyere listened to them, and at first did not answer a word. While the General was speaking, murmurs arose from the ranks, and already everything presaged the scene about to follow. Suddenly their Colonel commanded silence, and cried with a loud voice: